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HONEY

THE BEAR, THE BEAR. My mother wanted the 
bear. She always wanted that bear. That bear that 
spent more time in her hand than the axe in my 

father’s, than a remote control in mine, than the mouse 
in my brother’s. It was a bear half-brown half-clear. It was 
a bear half a foot tall with a little Buddha belly half the 
size of the brass Buddha we had put at the porch of the 
house to mislead people into thinking we were Buddhist 
or Hindu. So they wouldn’t shoot us or leave Confederate 
flags at our door like they did some years back.

“This little bear is so sweet!” Ammi said, squeezing 
it. Gold stuff flowed onto the curve of the steel spoon 
in little coagulating swirls. She jutted her neck forward, 
cinched back her hijab with one finger and slipped that 
spoon of manna into her mouth. Then she turned to me, 
holding the face of the spoon at my head like she was 
a barber asking her client to check out his sideburns in 
the mirror, and raised her eyebrows. “Honey cures eve-
rything,” she said. “That’s what the Prophet said. There’s 
even a chapter in the Quran called The Bee.”



FALSIPEDIES A N D FIBSIENNES

“I hate honey,” I said and turned back to the screen, 
scratching one foot with the other under the hand-
stitched blanket my grandmother had sent from 
Pakistan. It was not Superman on the TV, though I 
wished it were. It was Batman, and he was invincible 
enough.

“What did you say?”
I looked at my mother, her eyes big and wide. The 

eyes of surprise. The eyes that got like that when she 
thought I had said something blasphemous. Maybe 
when I was eight she might have forgiven outbursts like 
that, but now that I was fifteen she felt I was old enough 
to take religion seriously, to value and cherish it, despite 
my general crankiness, despite my bad mood, despite 
my illness. Her surprise turned into a scowl.

“I’m sorry,” I said. “I like the Prophet and I like the 
Quran. I just don’t like honey.”

She smiled. She was at ease again. She put the bear on 
top of the TV so I would be forced to look at it. Then she 
blew a Quranic verse over it and, with a wink, receded 
into the curtains or the walls or wherever else she mate-
rialized from. I watched the bear drool a line down from 
its mouth onto my screen, smudging Batman’s face like 
it had been splattered by some of Poison Ivy’s deadly 
spray.

Negotiating parental preferences wasn’t that easy 
with my father. It wasn’t that he was oppressive—it was 
more that he was silent. As quiet as the lumberjack axe 
he gripped in his hands while cutting trees down in our 



backyard. Willow oak and winged elm and loblolly pine 
and silver maple and whatever else grew in the woods 
behind our house in Mobile—he cut them all. I blamed 
myself for his murderous spree. Before I got stuck in 
bed, he used to walk around in those woods with my 
brother or me and we competed with each other to see 
who could hit the highest branch; how to bring down 
that one particular pine cone hanging seven branches 
high; what nickname we should attach to each tree and 
why. Now, he was tearing our little forest down one by 
one. I kept asking him why he kept felling those trees 
and he never answered. He just lowered his eyes and 
twirled the axe at his feet and he waited until I shut up 
and my mother stood up and reached for her bear and 
came back with a spoonful of honey.
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My mother’s advocacy of honey was endless, and over 
time it became more deceitful. One time she had my 
brother dress up as a bear. My brother came hopping and 
bopping and swinging a basket and singing some song 
that Winnie the Pooh sang about honey. It was a nice 
show—something to entertain me during commercials—
but I refused his offering. Then a few weeks later it was 
my favourite aunt, flying in all the way from Alberta—we 
said Alberta because we didn’t think there were any cities 
there—and she brought with her Canadian honey which 
she said was the greatest of all the honeys in the world 


